BLIND MAN'S HUN'l
always happens to the best.  Better that it should be you than the
Captain, eh?"                                                                  ,    ,    <IT>-J

It was only then that he felt the damp and cold of his body. Bad
for the rheumatics," he thought, "if it doesn't lead to something worse
I shall be in trouble with Leontine when she sees me come home IIKB
this." He suddenly felt disgusted with everything, but there was
no one he could take it out on. "Perhaps if I had dispatched hun my-
self, or if Charlemagne had thrown his stick at him... Out tnere,
there ... That's what happens."                                  _

Old Valencay, his lips drawn back, was already making his cautious
way towards the spilt entrails of the other hound. Laverdure chased
him violently away, shouting: "Back there! You shan't be fleshed on

He took from his pocket a clasp-knife, smaller than the other and
with a sharp blade; going to the body of the stag, he slit it open trom
the ribs to the genitals with a single blow. A hot stench of venison
spread over the copse.                                                       .               ,

There was no question of ceremonial at this time of night, merely
of rewarding the hounds as quickly as possible.

"Tear him and eat him! Tear him and eat him!" cried Laverdure
with a wave of his arm.                                                           . ,

The five hounds leapt on to the entrails, sinking their heads in them
to the breast with a great champing of teeth, growling, their hackles

^Hearing his comrades feasting, Artaban opened his eyes and with
an expression at once sorrowful and hungry, made a supreme effort to
drag himself to the feast; then his head fell back on the ground and
he moved no more.

The others continued to tear at the gristle, fighting over the rumin-
ant's four stomachs filled with nauseous herbage and secret liquors, dis-
puting each other's possession of the long gleaming entrails, their fangs
tearing at the opal, the ruby and the brilliant blue.

Jacqueline gazed at the details of this spectacle with a mixture ol
disgust and excitement.

"Is it the first stag you've dispatched?" she asked.

" Yes, the first/3 replied De Voos, smiling.                             _      .

No hunt had ever before given Jacqueline this feeling of dominating,
not only the things that could be bought with money, the hounds and
the men, but all else, the sky, the plain, the forest and the wild animals
that lived in it, as had this hunt by night and this savage death by
the light of the burning straw.                                      m

"What did I tell Madame la Baronne? A fourteen-pointer, declared
Laverdure, expressing in his own way an identical feeling of pride.
"You don't see one every day in these parts. Monsieur le Marquis will
be pleased."
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